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If you love me, won't you let me know? 


Author's Notes: 
I've been writing this since 3:51 AM and it's 5:21 at the time of writing this and the whole time I've been 
listening to Violet Hill by Coldplay 


It's been nearly a year since James and Cliff had last talked. Since December of the year before. And this time, 


their meeting wasn't much different since the last. 


James drove on the eerily silent roads of the city during the night. He felt confined in the still space, despite 
that his windows were open as he drove. 


When he was stopped at a stop light, he closed his eyes and fell into a completely new world, imagining Cliffs 
grin in his mind again and again, over and over. Why did it keep playing? He thought he had gotten over him 
since last time. 


A honk from behind snapped him from the happy world he had become lost in, and he returned to the 
depressive world around him with disappointment. Everything pointed to Cliff as he drove. 


He couldn't stop thinking of his smile, or his voice. He was confused on if he should just go home, or if he 


should see Cliff. 


James knew that he had just passed Cliff's street. The street sign James stared at the entire time he drove 
as he passed it. 


The memories of before returned full force. He spaced into another world, and before he was gone completely, 


he swerved from the middle of the road to the side. Then, he was gone. 


The first memory that returned was of himself falling asleep on Cliff when they all still lived together in 1983. 
He remembered the feeling of his hand petting his hair slowly and softly, smoothing it down from a curly mess 
to soft blond hair. His head was on his lap, and he vaguely remembered the soft sound of Cliff hushing him 
back down with quiet shushing and the lovely feeling of his thumb brushing against his cheek over and over. 


Suddenly he came to the memory of Cliff and him sneaking out of the house to drive around and drive to the 
cliffs that overlooked their favorite beach. 1984. As they sat there together during the lowing hours of dusk, 
the sky became a beautiful mix of violet and pink. 


Cliff pointed to a small grassy hill on the horizon to the left of their view and he spoke. "Violet hill. Let's name 
it Violet Hill" He said, taking a drag from his cigarette. 


James looked at him with with a cocked eyebrow, and smiled another small smile. "Are you sure that's a 


cigarette you're smoking and not a blunt disguised as a cigarette?" He asked with a chuckle. 


Cliff raised his hands and laughed. "Honest to god. Though, if there was a way to do that, I'd totally do it.” He 
said with his grin. "If you ever need to find me, though, just think of the hill. | know that sounds like some 
hippie shit, but when I'm missing, just think of our hill. Then you'll know where to go." 


Yet another memory returned. James had become depressed for a long while, again, during 1984. Anxiety 


crippled him to the point of hyperventilation. The only thing that ever helped was Cliff. 


One night during an anxiety attack, Cliff took James by the hand and dragged him out of the house into the 
rain. He took James's keys straight from his pocket, got James into the car, then they drove around for a 


while. 


When Cliff noticed that nothing had helped James calm down, he sighed and swerved the car around, then 


drove down to the sandy beach and brought James onto the hill they had named. 


Taking both hands, Cliff stared into James's red and watering eyes and it hushed him almost completely. "Look 
up. What do you see?" He said. James slowly looked up and closed his eyes at the falling rain. When he was able 
to open them again, he responded. 


"P-purple. It's purple. Why'd you ask?" He asked with a stutter from his scrambled mind. 


Cliff laughed again. "Because as long as I'm right here, you're on this hill, or the sky is purple, you have no 
need to panic. Okay? If you ever miss me, just come here." He said reassuringly, bringing one hand up to 
James's shoulder. 


They stood there for a long while, James staring at Cliff and Cliff staring back until he let out a loud grunt of 
impact when James tackled him into a tight hug. "Okay, okay, calm down, | don't want to break a rib here" He 
said to James. 


He was returned to reality again, in the middle of the night. James looked in his side mirror, at the street sign 
Violet Hill. 


The screeching of tires only told him what he was doing. Otherwise, it was as if his body had taken control of 
itself. He felt like he weren't real. Almost as if it were surrealistic, he came to the end of the sparsely housed 
road, and stared up at Cliff's house. 2904 Violet Hill. James got out of his car and stood beside the front for a 


long moment, returning to his zoned out state as he was before. 


James had found one of Cliff's journals. At this point, James knew most of them were filled with only journal 
entries and poems so he was curious when Cliff showed him his last poem. 


Flipping from the blank pages in, he found one page isolated from the other ones with writing messily scribbled 
onto the paper, just like Cliffs. 


"| took my love down to Violet Hill We sat in the rain and took in the smell of it. James always seems to love 
the smell there. The sky was purple again today. A vibrant yet calm purple. And my love? He lay under it, 
staring up at the quickly appearing stars. All that time, he was silent. Still. | only wonder if he loves me like | do 
with him. 


When he looked at the bottom of the page, a polaroid was pasted on of James sitting under the purple sky, 
arms spread apart in the tall grass of the hill. He smiled softly and ran his fingers over the word "love" at the 
beginning, smearing the graphite down. 


James hadn't even realized that he had knocked on the door. When Cliff opened it, his hair was a mess and he 


squinted at James. "Oh, hey James.. Think it's a bit early?" He asked. 


He just took Cliff's hand tightly and rushed him down to his car, then made a sharp u-turn and began driving 
towards the beach. 


"So..How have you been?" James was asked. His eyes began watering and he clutched the gearshift tight. He 
avoided eye contact with Cliff as much as possible. 


I've missed you. A lot" He mumbled under his breath. Cliff saw that James was clutching the gearshift and he 
slowly removed his hand, replacing it with his own and entwining their fingers together. James felt a burning in 


his chest when their hands heated up against each other. 


Before both of them knew it, they were on the beach next to Violet Hill. The waves didn't make a sound, and 
the only thing they could hear for miles was their own breathing. 


Cliff had a soft smile on his face, and he brought a hand up to pet James's hair down as if they were back in 
1483. "Why'd you bring me back?" He asked when more of James's tears fell and he had to wipe them from his 
cheeks. 


James couldn't speak without a sob escaping his lips. "I-I've missed y-you.." He cried out his stutters, clutching 
Cliff's shirt with shaky hands. A look of worry washed over his face and he brought James into the tightest 


hug he'd ever given anyone. 


Cliff rested his chin on James's shoulder as he shuttered in his arms, rubbing his back and shushing him by 
cooing into his ear. "Why'd you bring me here?" Cliff asked once James was more calmed. 


"l.l remember you telling me to come here if | ever missed you..So.so | did." He sighed, sniffling. He felt like a 


failure for crying over his old crush. 
He smiled softly again, petting his hair down as his head rested on his shoulder. "James..Don't be sad. I've 
missed you too, | just.didn't know how to come back. But now that | know that you still miss me.." He started. 


James rudely interrupted. 


"| love you, Cliff" He blurted out, bringing the two of them to the grass of the hill. Cliff was phased for a 


moment before he kissed James's cheek softly, then planted a kiss on his forehead once he had pulled away. 


"| love you too, James." 
Y 


